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MY CHILDHOOD

and thus were able to drag it across the snow and ice.
The watchmen hardly ever saw us, and if they did see
us they were never able to overtake us.

When we had sold our plunder we divided the gains
into six shares, which sometimes came to as much as
five or seven kopecks each. On that money it was pos-
sible to live very comfortably for a day, but Vyakhir's
mother beat him if he did not bring her something for
a glass of brandy or a little drop of vodka. Kostrom
was saving his money, dreaming of the establishment
of a pigeon-hunt. The mother of. Tchurka was ill, so
he tried to work as much as possible. Khabi also
saved his money, with the object of returning to his
native town, whence he had been brought by his uncle
who had been drowned at Nijni soon after his arrival.
Khabi had forgotten what the town was called; all. he
remembered was that it stood on the Kama, close by
the Volga. For some reason we always made fun of this
town, and we used to tease the cross-eyed Tartar by
singing:

"On the Kama a town there is,
But nobody knows where it is!
Our hands to it will never reach,
Our feet to find it we cannot teach."

At first Khabi used to get angry with us, but one
day Vyakhir said to him in his cooing voice, which
justified his nickname:        |"
